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Summary: While playing LOTRO, I find that even the playable characters I play have stories of their own to tell. These are their stories, told in one-shots.





	1. More than Mere Coincidence

**Disclaimers:** I do not own Lord of the Rings Online. That belongs to the Tolkien Estate, Warner Brothers, and Turbine. I only own my original player characters Aringale, Eloris, and Rilvien.

**Summary:** While scouting in Bree-land, Aringale comes across a dwarf and an elf. Their meeting is more than mere coincidence. Alternate Universe.

* * *

><p>I've been meaning to write a fanfic for the player characters I have, but I haven't been able to figure out how to do it. Now, I think I've got it. Surprisingly, I noticed the different personalities while playing them in the game.<p>

* * *

><p>For a brown-haired hobbit, Aringale proved time and time again she was a brave hobbit. Now, if only she could have proven it to herself. She was told by Aragorn that somehow fate would lead her back to Bree-land. She had no idea how right he was. At least she got the chance to see Frodo Baggins and help with the Nazgul situation up in the North.<p>

As she scoured the Midgewater Marshes, Aringale caught a glimpse of an Elf and a Dwarf battling with Neekerbeekers. Deciding to prove her worth again, Aringale joined in the fight. She healed the female Elf and the male Dwarf as best she could. Together, the three managed to best the Neekerbeekers. Aringale hoped for a peaceful conversation, if only peaceful was in the air.

"What were you doing, Elf lass? I could have bested those Neekerbeekers in a faster way," said the Dwarf.

"Excuse me, Dwarf, but if my bear and raven were around, I'm sure they would have taken out those Neekerbeekers sooner. I'm not as fast as you boast, Dwarf," said the Elf.

"I helped," said Aringale. "Pardon me for asking, but could we stop at the Prancing Pony inn for a drink and some civilized talk? That is, if you two will manage to stop the arguing."

The Dwarf looked convinced. "Works for me. I was almost done questing in this area anyway."

The Elf with the long brown hair looked Aringale's way. "I'm Rilvien."

"Aringale," said Aringale in introduction.

"And I'm Eloris," said the Dwarf with the braided brown beard and hair.

"Shall we? I'll help you two get out of here," said Aringale.

"Lead on, friend hobbit," said Rilvien.

And so, Aringale led Rilvien and Eloris out of the Midgewater Marshes. Along the way, the three stopped and killed the Neekerbeekers and various flies. By then, Rilvien's bear and raven arrived to lend them aide.

o-o-o

Arriving at Bree-town, the hobbit, elf, and dwarf reached the Prancing Pony. While they looked like an odd trio, Aringale offered to pay for their food. Rilvien, on the other hand, decided to pay for the two's meals and her own, something which Aringale did not mind. They found a place at an empty table and sat down. Eloris did not feel the need to sit with Rilvien, so he instead sat down beside Aringale.

Eloris asked Aringale, "So lass, where have your travels brought you?"

"I was on my way to Angmar, but I…"

Rilvien stopped Aringale, "Angmar? You were traveling all the way to Angmar? Surely, you must have seen Rivendell during your travels."

"Yes, I have and it's a beautiful city. That's where I met these nine travelers. Four were my kin, but all of them had a story to tell of their ventures. Only…"

"Only what, Aringale?" asked Rilvien.

Eloris looked amazed. "My, my. I haven't seen an elf so alert in all my years."

Aringale continued her tale. "I met the Ring-bearer, carrying a burden of sorts. I won't say what that burden is out in the open, only that he may be traveling for a long time. I've just stopped at Bree-land to scout, and then I'm heading back to Angmar."

"Surely we can assist you. I know how to travel to these lands quickly," said Eloris.

"Be quick and restless you are," said Rilvien. "It's better to take things slow and see things one at a time."

"As slow as an elf would be, it would take months to travel what you're asking," said Eloris.

Aringale looked depressed.

"What is it, friend hobbit?" asked Rilvien.

Aringale admitted, "I'm not as brave as they say I am. I'm more of a coward when it comes to fighting and being caught. True, I've managed to fight a giant and trolls on my own, but the tasks themselves weren't easy."

"Nothing can be easy, Aringale," said Rilvien. "That's why you must be cautious, and seek help from an animal friend, if you can."

"Sure, that's easy for an elf to say. You don't have to stand around, guarding everyone and defending yourself against danger. No, I prefer a quicker way with a sheer weapon at hand. Ah ha!" said Eloris, picking at his axe's blade.

Aringale, after having a bite to eat and a swig from her drink, paid her tip in silver coins. "I should be heading back to Angmar. I've got to make sure my home location is there this time. I wouldn't want Aragorn to think I'm not doing my job, same goes for the other Rangers."

"We'll be here, Aringale." Rilvien said, "Good luck to you."

"And to you," said Aringale. She told the elf and dwarf, "Are you sure you two won't need any help out there in Bree-land?"

Rilvien spoke out, "No, we'll be fine."

Eloris added, out of turn, "Go lass and good cheer to you." Once Aringale left the Prancing Pony, Elrois told Rilvien, "My way is better. Traveling and fighting faster is better."

"I hardly think so, dwarf," said Rilvien. "Slower and more cautious is the righter way."

"You elves are always slow. Animal friends, my foot," said Eloris.

"You know, Eloris, if you were that way around your dwarf friends, I would think you would have some better respect," said Rilvien.

"Well, I've met Gandalf the Grey and Glóin. Charming chaps," said Eloris, "Although, I didn't agree at first about bringing a hobbit on a quest. Then I look at one recently and see how experienced she is. Ah, the days are waning."

"Yes, and even the elves can feel it," said Rilvien. "So, where are you heading off to next?"

"I'm making my way to the Old Forest," said Eloris. "If your way is better, then let's see you handle those trees."

"It would be my pleasure," said Rilvien.

Yes, that would be the first day Rilvien and Eloris were getting along.

* * *

><p>I haven't worked on this first one-shot since 2014. A lot has happened since that time, but maybe I'm in the mood to write another one-shot, with new player characters. We'll see how it goes. :)<p> 


	2. For Love and Pranks

**Disclaimers:** I do not own The Lord of the Rings or its MMO game. They belong to J.R.R. Tolkien, New Line Cinema, Warner Brothers, and Turbine. I only own the OCs, who are my playable characters in LOTRO (The Lord of the Rings Online) and this story.

**Summary:** While on a camping trip, Rosaleaf encounters two traveling hobbits in the Shire. She has no idea what fate has in store for them.

* * *

><p>I thought I'd start writing this because it got stuck in my head. Besides, I think these three hobbits have developed their own personalities, while in the game. Let's see how it goes. :)<p>

* * *

><p>Rosaleaf Nightingale had a lot in store for her. She enjoyed her time in the Shire, but her heart lurked in places unknown. Most Shire-folk would have called her an odd sort, but for Rosaleaf, traveling outside the Shire meant so much to her.<p>

This was her moment to shine.

As she traversed through the wilderness, on her way to find the perfect camping spot, she stopped upon seeing two traveling hobbit men. This startled her, since she wasn't used to being around anyone in particular. Deciding to be friendly, she came out and spoke to them:

"Hullo. I'm Rosaleaf. Do you boys know where I can find the right camping spot?" She asked them. Maybe she was coming off as too trusting. Just before she fled, a sturdy hand grabbed her own. She looked up into the blue eyes of a brown-haired hobbit.

"You don't need to be frightened, Miss Rosaleaf," the brown-haired hobbit started, politely. "My name is Froderic." He pointed to the other hobbit man, "This fellow's Andilac. We wouldn't mind the company of a fine young lady."

"What he said," Andilac announced. "Although, I must warn you, I'm a troublemaker."

"You are?" Rosaleaf asked, curious. "What sort of trouble do you cause?"

"Well…" Andilac smirked.

"Don't mind him. He's…" Froderic faced Rosaleaf too late, for a snowball smacked him in the back of the head. He turned to see Andilac laughing loudly, but also spitting raspberries at him. Froderic turned to Rosaleaf again. "Now this time, let's…" He was smacked in the back of the head again. This time, it was rotten fruit. Froderic charged towards Andilac, who could not stop laughing.

Rosaleaf found the scene very humorous. "Well, he is a good sport."

"Good sport!" Froderic and Andilac said at the same time.

"Oh, you should not have said that," Froderic addressed the hobbit lass. He was received by a snowball in the face, no thanks to… Rosaleaf.

"Happy Yule day!" Rosaleaf perked up.

"Very funny," Froderic proclaimed. "Now, can we discuss things in a civilized manner?"

"NO!" Andilac and Rosaleaf said at the same time.

"Well, if that's how we're going to play…" Froderic disappeared behind a bush. Rosaleaf was confused. Where was… she hadn't expected a snowball to smack her in the back of the head. She turned in time to see Froderic, who was chucking snowballs at her and Andilac.

They took no chances this time.

In a group effort, all three hobbits spent their time chucking snowballs, rotten fruit, and even crediting each other by throwing flower petals. Rosaleaf hadn't expected quite the turnout. However, it was when she became too careless with her throwing of snowballs that she was pulled behind a tree by Froderic.

The two hobbits spent their time recovering from the effort. However, how was it that Rosaleaf was developing feelings towards Froderic. It was an interesting surprise, developed further by Froderic moving a lock of hair out of Rosaleaf's face. It was an awkward moment between them, shared by a kiss on the cheek, thanks to Froderic. The hobbit lass was beside herself, blushing as best she could. She couldn't stop, and it was only making Froderic nervous.

Their moment broke when Andilac found them. "Hey! What are you two doing?" He gestured forward. "Come on. We were having fun with snowballs, and all sorts of trouble."

"We're coming," Froderic and Rosaleaf said at the same time. Before Rosaleaf walked away, her arm was grabbed by Froderic, who spoke plainly:

"Wait, Rosa," he addressed her. "You had fun, didn't you?"

"Well yes, I did." It was very awkward. She wasn't sure what to say. "It was a fun day. But Froderic, I have duties to perform, battles to oversee and…" she was hesitant, especially when he moved another lock of hair out of her eyes.

"I like you, but…" Froderic stopped himself, admitting plainly, "this is too fast."

"Yes. Yes it is," Rosaleaf admitted. "What do we do?"

"We start seeing each other as friends," he suggested, "Maybe after some time, I could court you."

"We don't know each other that well," she admitted. "If we start things now, it could crash. Then we wouldn't know what to do."

"Then I'll wait for you," he said, facing her.

"When? How long will you wait?" she asked, curious and concerned.

"As long as it takes," he told her. Maybe what they said about Froderic was true, Rosaleaf thought. Maybe he was a decent gentle-hobbit. But only time would tell what would become of them.

As for Andilac, he continued in his pranking wars. And he didn't grow tired of it, which was good news for Froderic and Rosaleaf. They didn't mind having the comedic hobbit amongst their kin.


End file.
